CITY OF LONDON CHURCHES

the City as a new and odd excitement. It was
wonderful to see how these young people played out
their little play in the heart of the City, all among
themselves, without the deserted City's knowing any-
thing about it, It was as if you should take an empty
counting-house on a Sunday, and act one of the old
Mysteries there. They had impressed a small school
(from what neighbourhood I don't know) to assist in
the performances, and it was pleasant to notice "
frantic garlands of inscription on the walls, especi-
ally addressing those poor innocents in characters
impossible for them to decipher. There was a
remarkably agreeable smell of pomatum in this con-
gregation.

But, in other cases, rot and mildew and dead
citizens formed the uppermost scent, while, infused
into it in a dreamy way not at all displeasing, was
the staple character of the neighbourhood. In the
churches about Mark-lane, for example, there was a
dry whirl of wheat; and I accidentally struck an airy
sample of barley out of an aged hassock in one of
them. From Rood-lane to Tower-street, and there-
abouts, there was often a subtle flavour of wine:
sometimes of tea. One church near Mincing-lane
smelt like a druggist's drawer. Behind the Monu-
ment the service had a flavour of damaged oranges,
which, a little farther down towards the river, tem-
gered into herrings, and gradually toned into a
cosmopolitan blast of fish. In one church, the exact
counterpart of the church in the Rake's Progress
where the hero is being married to the horrible old
lady, there was no speciality of atmosphere, until the
organ shook a perfume of hides all over us from some
adjacent warehouse.